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EARL off ALBEMARLE. 
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My LORD, 


Beg the Honour of laying bug Paths 2 
Jour Lordſbi ps Feet: They are the Com. 
* plaints. of a melancholy Muſe that. never. 
ghd till row : If She has no, other: Merit, get. 
her great Diſtreſs may ſerve to keep. Yours Com- 
puny: I can anſwer for Her Sincerity, and aſe. 5 
fare your Lordjhip, Her Grief is not 77 entbled. 
She has renounc 45 all Art, that . be might... ſpeak 
Her Anguiſh juſt 1 as. $ he feels, 100 ;. And WE eſtton. 
if any one be fo much in earneſt, unleſs it be 
pour Lordſhip. I hope She vill prove 1⁰ a 
Companion for your Sorru w. 
You were the Patroclus ta cur great Achilles: ; 
had you dy'd be efore him, he won d ha lamented 
ou, as that Grecian did his belov'd Warrior: 
But now the: Turn. is: yours to mourn for him; 
tho' T believe you would have laid down your own 
Life, if by that S e 2 could ha / av'd his. 
We 


The Dedication, 


We are not more charm d with your Lordſhip's 4 
fine Qualities, than with the ſmgular Love his Sa. 
cred Majeſty bore you: We honour you for his 
ſake, fuſt a as we admire you for your own; and 
there 15 not a Heart that was the King's, . 7 
believe, is yours. Peace be with 12 Roy al 
Aſhes | and a much longer — to your 2. 

7 
1. could not Dedicate my poem to one who loves 
bis Memory ſo much; nor can your Lordſhip 
receive any thing of this Kind from one a 7 
bonbur d him more when living, and grieves more 
for him dead. Tit a ſmall Tribute of my Du- 
ty, both as Remembrance of our deplorable Loſs, 
and as an Acknowledgement of my 5 le Aﬀetti- 
on to your Lordſhi p's Perſon : T hope, my Lord, 
ou will not think it arrogance in your humble: | 
Creature to lay his 8 1435 at your door, for the 
Diſtreſſed kyow, beſt how to pity each other. 


Id implore your pardon for my enen and 

remain, With great an., Command... 
SO ne” 4110 | 2! 

as, Your Leide, 3 

wic a "Moſt | Duifol Sema, * 
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PO O E M. 


H Muſe! my only, and wy laſt Reer! 

The ſoft Companion of thy Maſter's Griefi | | 
Now ftrike thy Harp, and let the liſt ning Air, 
Bear to Batavia's Shore thy wild Diſpair. 

Let each reſounding String proclaim thy Pain, 

Sweet as the Shepherd's Pipe upon the Plain: 

Let thy condoling Verſe ( for Verſe can Charm) 

Key equal Meaſure with this dire Alarm. 


Who has not felr how cnefub Verſe can pleaſe: W 
The Poets Muſick, and the Lovers Eaſe! 
Strange force chere is in Numbers to perſwade, 

When Orpheus play d, the Woods and Rocks obeyd; 
No Wretch ſo Barbarous but forgot his Ire, 
Nor Beaſt ſo Savage, but obey'd his Lye: 


When jarring Attoms were in Diſcord hurl'd, 
Twas Harmony that form'd the Infant World; 

Tis Harmony that rules the dancing Sphere, | 
That tames the raging Dog, and warms the frozen Bear: 
Twas Muſick gave Apollo his Renown, 
Made him a God, and plac'd him on his Throne. "4 
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What Pen can write thy Grief 3 Whar Tongue expreſs ? 


May the ſmooth Lays calm my eee Breaſt, 
And lull my Sorrows inte dewny reſt. 


It will not be in vain Thalia ſings, 
In vain her Fingers ſtrike the murmuring Strings K 
mn 11 ern upon the Willow) be, 8 1 * : 


SEA 


j of Aram is loſt an he: 
. there ng; falſe Seducet 


But thus - thus proſtrate on thy humble Earth, 


Once lovely Albion! Parent of my Birth! 


Thus with my Sighs Te bend thy wither'd Grals, 
And 8 * my 1 "PF briny Face. 


at fair ' view, — 
and balgful Lew 


The ſpritely Lawrel withers in its Bed, 


Allian| dads, 2 


And the diſcalour d Bay decliges its 7 ln! 


Thy Gegeroys, Caf, Che Fate of all thy Wooly f 
That lately on thy pregnant Fo orchead ſtood, 9 CP 
Thar grac 'd.rhy Brow, like that Romantic Horn, . _—— 
The Strength and Beapty of the Unicrrngmnmqgz: 
Oh ! now behold thy Druid's favourite Tree, 3 
Mourns like the Opreſ for why Milery. | 


Behold thy N Children, now no more 8 
Thoſe chearful Heroes chat adorn'd thy Shore, or 


And fought thy Bat tels with the Roman Pow'r. | 


See how their Limbs benumm' d reſuſe to move, 7 
They're fixt as Statues in each ſilent Grove; f 
See their keen Swords, that oft have ſav'd thy Throne, 60 
Suſpended at their ſides, unactive grown: ? 107 
In vain the Harbingers of Battle call, : 
To force a Combat on the wary Gaul, 
Nor clattering Drums, nor Trumper ſounds 1 ; 

Thy ſorrowing Sons (oh fatal change) declare, 

Their Hearts opel incapable of War, 


poor wretched Belgia 7 "EPS in Diſtreſs | 


Thy 
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Thy Elder Siſter Win pityis thee, 


As all things by C ifon We Kw, 

She judges thy by her o]: 

Great is the loſs, and greater when we joyn, 
Thou weeps. fot URS, Hlbicn Seen for Ty 


Ofc have you been Skips tr ks War 


Where Empire hung upon the Victor's: Spenk: 
Oft have your floating Caſtles Plow'd the A 


And Terror brought to diſtant Previnces 


NN in Friendſhip, Rivals but in fame 


rom Pole to Poe you Soya with Wikian's Name; Sy 


Whoſe happy Name, the Omen of Sucerſs, 
Gave you Renown, as you gave Europe Peace. 


But hete's the thth LA No more the Triampös na; 


The Days of brighteſt Victory are paſt; 2.708 


Death is the Victor fw; Utiequial Skill ! =! » 
That he, whom neſthet Illbt not Sword could ka; 


In open Field, nor Rufan's cloſe Cabal,” - wy 
Should only by the Hand of Nute fall, 
Invincible by Man..d 


VVhat change is Eaftyt now to tndergs 
The Britiſh Forreſts Moutn their Lyon dead, 
The Auſtrian Wobds lament their Eagle fled ; 


The Belgick Floods ptotlalm their Neptune gone; - 


And the bleak North tics its depatred Sun: 

But thy loſs, Belgia, great as is our wn, 
Doubles the Anguiſh of his A1: 355 
He did you both in Bonds of Love ünite, 


Thou his left Hand, while Brirain was his Right. . 


But fay thou Siſtes Enjre of tie Main, 
VVhar's to be done upon t 


Or ſubject VVaters ſtill 6bey out Power ; 
VVill not the Pirate Ga ufutp out Sea; 
And take advantage of its NOT. 


Pity's thy Widow'd Bed, an Orphan From ny! . 0 
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Oh dreadful Contemplati6n! Om of vol. n 20 


VVatry. plain? a Ws 
VVill thy green 7ritons ſtill defend thy Shote yy 
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No; tho the God himſelf has loſt his force, 
Tho Neptune fell, his Trident ſtill is our 8 

VVe loſe a God, and do a Goddeſs gain, 

Neptune gave Way, bur to let 7 hetis Reign. 


But what — does this RefleGion yield, 
VVho ſhall Command our Squadrons to the Field 2 
In Perſon lead Confederate Armies forth, 

To ſway the: Ballance of the ſtaggring North 5 
VVhere ſhall we find like him, a General, good, 


To give you Conqueſt, yet preſerve your Blood 2 

Peace with his Urn but, oh! kind Heav n prevent MY 
My Loyal Fears! Our Arms ſucceſsful grant, 2 
(I peſiible ) wihout the Royal Tent. 


Yet. V Veep ye Sons of VVar ! Earth cannot giv-, 
A Heroe ſo beloy'd as him we grieve; - 
Ofc have ye ſeen him ready for the. blow, 
The firſt in Arms to dare th' oppoſing Tae ; z. 
Cover d with Duſt, and fond of Martial toil, 
Fly thro the ſulph rous Smoak to noble Spoil; 
Oft have ye ſeen him in the dreadful Strife; 
Eager of Fame, and prodigal of Life, _ 
| Shaking the Pillars of the Gallick Throne, 
To prop the Belgick State, and fix his own. 
He was the Mars and Genius of the Camp, 
Each Soldier's Trophy wore the Royal Stamp ; of 10 
His Duſt and Labour did the Brave Inſpire, | 
His Actions gave the ſhiv ring German Fire; | 
He gave the lazy Dutch Activity, . 
The famiſh'd Spaniard Towns, and Victory. 


— 


Sprung from Progenitors of carly Fame, | | 
(For Ancient Chronicles the Naſſaus Name) —_ 
He ſeem'd Created for our laſt Defence, 

Not leſs by Nature than by Providence: 

Twice in the Face of Ruin did he ſtand, 

To Skreen from Raviſhers his Native land; 

Even yet a Youth he ſaw its Rights reſtor'd, 

And brought home Conqueſt on his Maiden Sword. 


% 


Conſcious | 


| Conſcious Senzf; his Martial Deeds confeſt; 
And Noble Souche's Letter ſpoke the reſt. 


Let Purple Steenkirk Mem bie be, = 
And Namur's Fate amaze Poſterit ! 
Jo after Ages let her Walls hand down, | | 
What none bur William cou'd himſelf ha' done. „ 


Be Sacred to his Name, ye Shannon Streams! 
| Your gentle Waves have waſh'd the Heroe's Limbsz _ 
Thy Banks, oh rapid Boyn / have felt his Rage, ORs - 
He acted Wonders on thy Liquid Stage. | 
VVhen Riual Nings brought glittt' ring Legion down, 
And fought for Empire, and thy Country s Crown; 
Thy Neutral Waters parted either Hoſt, 
And bid him Charge thro thee who dar d the moſt; | 52 
Then thy own Ceſar plung'd into thy Tide, ; 5 3 
And drove the flying Vanquiſh'd from thy ſide. 55 : 


VVell may ſt thou call to mind the Hoſtile Blood, 
That chang'd the colour of ae Silver Flood. 


To what far Regions were his Arms: unknown? | 
Fame bore his Lawrels to the burning Zone: 
Ev'n Indian Nations yielded to his ſway, 
And whom they once oppos'd, they now obey : 
Rejoyce ye Britains | for you now behold 
A New found 1 — your Old. 


Oft have his Navies cut the Equal PR 1 
And ventur d fairly for Potoff's Mine: 
The wide Atlantick faw his Numerous Fleet, 5 
And Eaſtern Coaſts with joy his Triumphs meet: 
Thro Midland Seas he ſent his dreadtul PW. rr. 
From Weſtern Africk to the Afar Shore. J 


Your Arms have Travell'd o er the Land and. Main, 7 


From ſcorching Indian to the freezing Dane. 
. . This = 


Thrice ke Britons under fuch a \ Raign! ER 
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This as a Soldier = but bne- Vertue's Both BS: SiS 4 
But has our Monarch's Praife no other Theme? bet. 
Shall our Defended State no Safety own, 
But what he has by din. of neee ? erat 
Oh yes, ——— A 
By him Our Church was Garg gl add bab 

He took her gaſping with her lateſt Breath??? 
Born down by Riotous Rome, ſhe long ale” d; 
Her Temple Doors unhindg d, her V'Valls e 
At length her Champion to her Suceout e 128 
And then the N on rais d ons 8 PRs 
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Twas he who Wesch d kee " Publick uit A ans .: 
Our Plunder'd Rights, and Violated Laws ; ag LOA 
He checkt the growth of Arbitrary Rule 
Clos d up our VVounds, and made ee whole 


He ſettled Juſtice in her ancient Seat, 
And ſtopt the Errors of a wandring State 


In his own Perfon he was more chan this, 
For his Example was the beſt Advice 
He was in Deed what others are in Show ; 

Firm in Religion, faithful to his/Vow 5 7 
Averſe from Feuds, and ſtriving all to dee. f — met 
His Moderation was the People's eaſe > kan 14 72] 
His Council and his Senate he purſu &'10 5 "Y | 
And ſought no 8 but his oy” 8 Good. 


Now Muſe ! flop here — I one more powerful Sing, 
VVhether were beſt, the Chriſtian or the Ning? ? 
So much for what he was —— but what he's 8 
There draw a Curtain o'er the Royal Brow; / 
Words cannot paint the Sorrows of the Heart, 
For Grief that's moſt Sincere, has leaſt 'of Art; 
This ſtrikes the Senſes, makes the Hearers lend 
Like Debtors preſt beneath too great a Summ : 
They ſtruggle hard, but find their Labour we” 
The lifred Load falls back to dit 5 
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He lent him as a Bleſſing for a while, 


why do we Dreſs add Quloyate the Farm, 8 


Where (halt we find the Roſe and Tulip grown, > lin” 
If every adverſe Blaſt ſhall. blow 'emidown22 ?: 
Inſtruct us from your Oracles above, $2 Woll 304 : 


When mutual Villains ſtroye with. matual Pow'1 5 —_ 
To ſet on Blaze the: Conſecrated Bow Eq"... | n 
Say Heavn (if Mortals may thy Will debate, 631 wot 
And with thy Providence expoſtulate) 53 
Why is all this? Offended Heav'n faid tus: 3 


Mix with the Angels now from us thou'rt gone! 


Oh, may thy Mantle be thy Succeſlot's ! 
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Accept. the Tribute we with Sorrow pay "284 KY 
we give thee whatwecan, not what we wou'dg 

For who can Reaſan/with their Senſe  fabbdyu'diz:» 
 Thourt dead — beyond that nothing can be ſaid; x 
What can we ſay ? bur ſtill repeat ne dee. 8 
In that alone conſiſts our utmoſt Grief, air 01 FR 
For Speech and Realoning give us: a Naber 1 cara St 
Thy Sybyjects thus oppreſt, are Mute become, co 
As thou thy ſelf now W Tonb. 011g 5 
| But ay, kind Heay n, * bas ty Exxland dan 
To loſe its Monarch, and thy faveutite Sn 2 2 
Why ſhou'd: the ſtately! Edifice decay, U — 
Like the low Cottage form d of Vulgar Thy FA 84 


1 


If nought but Shrubs and Weeds muſt iſſue Pauke OE oe 


Why the wall Cedsr's rayiſni d from che Gt ve 
Under whoſe Branches we tecurely ff, . jor = 
From Neighb ring Foes, and from domeſtick Fare} 


He might reſume what he Confer'd on us; 


But . prov'd 4 Factious, murm' ring iſſe. 


= ut 


Farewel, then Guardian of the Broliſh Throne 


Be of that holy and harmonious Choir, | ; 
The Sovereign Maſter as thou once wert here! 185 
But let thy Kingdoms ſtill thy Bleſſing ſhare, 

And with thy greater Things divide thy Care: 

Tho thou the Frophet art no longer ours, 
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2 My Paay'ts are beatz es, ſpark ben! 
For, Heav n conſenting, Nods to my 1 | 
Britain will find-awhatever the expects, 
"EF Second HU, ring n Seu. 


See 155 kind Nature pubic all her an, 
Jo bring an eatly Summer to her Reign: 
The chearful Sug:ſeems-raviſh'd with delight, 
And with wiwotited: ſpeeds ſtarts up from ae! BN 
He gallops faſt to gild : his darken'd Skies 
That he _ firſt Salute her bri ighter Eyes. 
The Spring abe forward with unnſual haſt, 
Ere we can ſay the Winter Months are paſt ;. 
The Earth looks gay, the Climate ſeems to Smile}. 
As twou d rn the Labourer O Toil, 


Hail Sov ANNE! when Earth and Heavn rejoice; | 
We take for granted; they approve our Choice; 


For how cou d Britains Tears be ſooner dry d, 
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© Than ſeeing thue her vacant Thrones ſupply'd® ' / 
See how thy, new devoted Subjects om, 7 
Like Sti pwreckt Wretches to their ſafer Home! 
Their 4 divided in the doubtful Strife 
Between the vaſt Extreams of Joy and Grief ; 9 f 
So feav'riſh tua cools and hears by turns, Nee 
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353 
Above, * bur, below, it burns. „„ 
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